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ADVERTISEME NT. 


; þ HE writer of the following 


Tale begs leave to make his acknow- 


edgements to the publick, for their 79 
very favourable reception of it: „ 1 j 
hopes that the ſucceſs attending this: [| 
attempt, ſo well ſupported by the | 

Scenery, Muſick, and Performers, — f 
will excite ſuperior talents to pro- 
ductions of the ſame kind, more 


worthy of their approbation. i j 
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P R O L O G u E. 


Muſic plays, and ſeveral perſons enter with | 9 
different kind of diſhes. = 

i 

Ip 


After them Mr. PALME R, in the character * 44 


G 0 nv my bounty for my full, | | | | 


And fee that mirth with all her crow attends e | | | iy 
To the AUDIENCE. Wl 
Behold a perfonage well known to fame ; 128 


Once lob d and honour'd---Chriftmas 7s my name / 
My «fficers of ſtate my taſte diſplay ; 

Cooks, ſcullions, pajiry-cooks, fun pare my way / 
Hilly, and ivy, round nie honours ſpread, 

And my retinue ſhew, I'm not ali fed : 

Minc'd pics by way of belt, my breaft divide, 
find a large carving knife, adorns my fade 3 

'T:s no Fop's weapon, "twill be often drawn z 

This turban for my head is collar'd brawn ! 

Tha” old, and white my locks, my cheeks are cherry, 
Warn! d by good fires, good cheer, Tn always merry : 
I ith carrol, fiddle, dance, and pleaſant tale, 
Teſt, gibe, prank, gambal, mun:mery and dle, 

J, Engliſh hearts rejoic'd in days of yore; 

For new ſtrange modes, imported by the ſcore, 

You will nat fure turn Chriſtmas out of door! 
Swppoſe yourſebues, well ſeated by a fire, 

(Stuck cloſe, you ſeem more warm than you deſire ) 
Cd father Chriſtmas now in all his glory, 
Begs with kind hearts, you'll liflen to his Story: 
Char well your minds from politicks and ſpleen, 
Hear my "Tale out---ſte all that's to be ſeen l 
Take care, my children, that you well behave, 
Yeu, Sir, in blue, red cape---not quite fo grave : 


2 7 KD L 0 8 UV * 


That critick there i in black---fo fo fern 7 thin, 

Before you frawn, pray let the tale begin--- 

You in the crimſon capuchin, I fear you, 

Illy, Madam, at this time Jo craſs appear you? 

Excuſe me pray] did not ſee your huſband near you. 
Don't think, fair Ladies, I expe that you, © 

_ Should hear iny tale oi de ſomething elſe to do: 
Nor will our beaux, old Engliſb fare encourage; 

No foreign taſle, could &er digeſt plumb-porridge. 
{ have no ſauce to quicken lifeleſs ſinners, 

My food is meant. for * honeſt hearty grinners ! 

For you---you ſpirits with gand ſtomachs bring; 

O make the neighb ring roof with rapture ring 

Open your mouths, pray ſwallow every thing 

Criticks beware, haw you our pranks deſpiſe ; 

Hear well my tale, or you ſhan't touch my pies; 

The proverb change---be merry, but not wile. 


* To the upper gallery. 
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CHRISTMAS TALE. 
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A R T . 
SCENE I. A beautiful Landſtip. 
kit, ROBINETTE. 


Thc HO, Tycho! where are you, Tycho? ſure 
the fellow has taken me at my word, and gone to 
hang or drown himſelf---he threatened boih---Lovers 
are great bullies, and ſwear a thouſand things, they never 
intend to perform ; if the poor woman ſhews any fear, the 
bullies rave the more, and the gives up at once that no- 


bleſt privilege of the ſex, making the wiſeſt fools, and 


the ſtouteſt miſerable---I have a tongue to be ſure that 
moves quick, and by out-running my wit tometimes, may 
encourage young coxcombs to hope too much; but then 
my heart all the while, poor thing! knows nothing of the 
matter, and feels no more, than my ſhoe-knots, 
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2 A CHRISTMAS TALE. 
. 
My eyes may ſpeak pleaſure, 
Tongue flow without meaſure, 
Yet my heart in my boſem lies ill; 
Thus the river is flowing, 


he mill-dapper going, 
But the miller”s aſleep in his — 


Though lovers furround me, 
I uth ſpeeches confound me, 
Yet my heart in my boſom lies fit; 
Thus the river is flowing, 
The mill-clapper going, 
But the milier”s aſleep in hit mill, 


The little God eyes me, 
And thinks to ſurpriſe me, 
But my heart is awake in my breaſt ; 
Thus boys ſlily creeping, 
IV:uld catch a bird ſleeping, 
But the linnet's awake in his neſl, 


Where can this Tycho hows hid himſelf? I'm ſure he 
went this way---ſtay, is not that my gentleman creeping 
along the fide of the canal? It is either he, my other 
lover, Faladal, or the monkey in his new livery ; I muſt 


give him. a little more hope, or we ſhall have no more 
| ſport with him. | [ Exit Rob. 


TYCHO ( peeping out of a tree.) 
There” s a hard-hearted ſhe-devil for you !---do | look 
like a monkey in a new livery? I don't know how oe 
may have alter'd me, but I know a few weeks ago, that 
J had the beſt face in this iſland, or my glaſs is a deceiver 


of youth, If I had not fo much tenderneſs in my com- 
| pofition, 


12 


00 


poſition, 1 would play the devil _—_— theſe petticoats--- 


1 CHRISTMAS TALE. -4 


1 


But here ſhe comes again, and I can't "Of boo |! to her for 


the life of me. 


Re-enter ROBIN ET TE. 
It was the monkey, and a very pretty fellow he is, 
now he is well dreſſed. [Hobo foghs in the tree. 
La! what's that . not 1 hear ſomebody ſigh? It 
muſt be my lover Tycho where are you, Tycho? 


TYCH O. (In the tree, and out of fight.) 
Here am I ! (6 ghing. 
ROBINETTE. 
Where? | t 


Here. {/ ghing.) | 
. ROBIN ET T E. 


TY CHO. 


Where, I ſay Pray ſhew your ſweet face, 


TYCHO. 


Here it is. (peeping aut.) When you loſe this, you wont 
get a better, | 


ROBINETTE. 


Not till I buy a gingerbread one---What are you doing 
there ? 
TY CHO. | 
I was going to hang myſelf for love; but, having left the 
cord behind me, I fell aſleep *till you waken'd me---Pray 


lend me your garters, for I will not live, that I am reſolv d. 


Zhing. 
ROBIN ETTE. 4 4 
Come down, and I'll lend you any thing. What can 
] poſſibly do with this ſtrange animal, (aſide. 


Enter TI CHO. 


THA Q, 
Here am 1! „ 
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. CHRISTMAS TALE. 


| | R O B 1 N E T E, 
What is it you want: 
| "LT CHD, 
Death or 5. I muſt have one of you. 
ROBINETTE. | 
Have not I told you often, and I will now repeat it, that] 
can't leave Camilla ; let but F loridor, your friend, get the 
conſent of Cainilla, my friend, then ! Robinette, hes friend, 
take you Tycho, his friend. ---What would the fellow have? 


TYCHO. (muttering. ) 
Your friend, and my friend, and his friend, and ber friend: 


then all are friends.---Isn't it ſo? 
| ROBINETT E. 
To be ſure---Now go about your buſineſs. 
oe | vere 
O bleſs me! nowT am come to myſelf, I muſt Cad 


Floridor immediately to "his father, upon ſpecial matters: 
I thought.to make away with myſelf, and quite forgot it it, 


ROBINETTE. 

Floridor is as violent in love, as you are melancholly : 
You muſt both mend your manners, or Camilla and I ſhal! 
look out for others---No more melancholy, Tycho, i 
you love, and Would win me. | 

x 0-4 C H O, . 

Am I too melancholy! for you? by | ( /ghing 

Ce ROBINETTE. A A 

Too melancholly ! your face ſeems preparing for a 
funeral, inſtead of looking out for a wedding: I hate me- 
ancholy, and all melancholy people: A cloudy face be- 
tokens a cluucy heart, and J will have neither: Never will 
J ſail to the port af matrimony but with a ſmiling ſea, anda 
clcar iky---that's the way to make a good voyage of it. 

TYCHO, 


A CHRISTMAS TALK. 


TVY CHO. 
And ſo it is, faith; he he] he My face will be- 
come ſmiles, as well as a great deal of thinking: 1 have 
ftudy'd myſelf fnto melancholy, but I'll burn my books, 
and be : as N as you pleaſe to make me. He! he . he! | 


'R O B INE T 1 E. 
Ne vou dance about my heart, and will certainly r run 
| _ with © Wy | 


T Y C H O. 
He he he I- But where's Faladel, Robinetie ? ? 


ROBINETTE. 


Perhaps ſleeping in ſome tree for love of me, as you 44.5 8 


0:22, enen. 


If he would do che other ms for you, I ſhould be very ; 


happy: 5 La + Sghing. 
ROBINETTE. 


Melancholy and jeatous too'!---I declare e for 


ſhame ! a man, a young man, of perſon, parts, addreſs, 


and coverſation, to be jealous of an old fimpering, ſwag- 


gering, rhiming gentleman uſher, who is as dry as a mum- 
my, and talks of love; has no ſtrength, and talks of 
fighting giants; has no wit, and thinks to gain me! O, 
Fye, for ſhame | : 

8 enn. 

1 is, indeed, both a fin and a ſhame I'll know my- 
elf better, and be afraid of nobody but you, Robinette: 
I would ſay more, but it is time for me to laugh, he! | he! 
he | is it not? | 


R O B I N ETF. 
Now you ſhew yourſelf to advantage But, look at 
the lovers there] they have had a freſh quarrel, I ſuppoſe ; 


po and end it; and take the Ifot fool home to his father to 
cov] 8 | | 2 


ON TYCHO. 
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6 A CHRISTMAS TALE. 
TVYVC HO. 

TH be l no more to pleaſe you, Robineite, 
Iwill dance when I am ſad; be pert and merry, tho' I baye 
nothing to ſay, like other young gentlemen-—I'Il be 
quite in the mode, more of the monkey, and lefs of the 
man, Tol, lol, lol.---Will that do? bye Robinette, 
Tol, lol, lol. 1 ( Dances of, and A gs, 

| ROBINETTE. | 
1 do like this fellow a little, though I plague him fo--. 

and perhaps I plague him becauſe I like him ;---he's a 
ftrange creature, and yet I like him---P'm a ſtrange crea- 
ture too, and he likes me---he bas a hundrad faults--- 
hold, hold, Signora Robinetta,---have not you a little 
fault or two in the corner of your heart, if your 
neighbours could come at them ?------—-O woman, 
woman what an agrecable, whimſical, fanciful coy, 
coquettiſn, quick-ſighted, no=ſighted, angelical, devilliſh, 

jumble of agreeable matter art thou ? | 


O the freaks of womankind ! 
As ſwift as thought we breed em 
2 whims will ſtarve in woman's mind, 
For vanity will feed em; 
Teazing ever, 
Steady never ; 


Who the ſhifting clouds can bind 2 
O the freaks of womankind ! &c, 


| Buick of ear, and ſharp of eye, 
Others faults wwe hear and Ig. 
But to cur own, 


Alone, | 
He are both deaf and blind. 
O the freaks of womankind! &c. 


[Exit Rob. 
© ; SCENE 


A CHRISTMAS TALE, 7 
SCENE HI. 
Camillaus magnificent Garden. 


Enter F LORIDOR, CAMILLA, and TYCHO. 
CAMILLA. 


I cannot bear your jealouſy. 


FLORIDOR. 


My jealouſy would have merit with you, if you 10rd 
as I did but I have done, madam, and have ns 


more to ſay. 
 TYCno: ar 
Then go © to your father, who has fomething to ay to 
ls --- 
Es | F L O R IDOR. 85 
III follow you, Tycho. 5 Walls about in di 2 
TYCH . 
What do you ſtay for, if you have no more to fay ? 


FLOKTIDOR. 
I will but ſay three words, and then m1 come. 
„ 4 4 GM EE 
If you have three words, the lady will have three thou- 
ſand; which, at about two hundred and fifty words a 
minute, will juſt take up 1 know my time, and will be 
with you again - [Exit TIO. 
Air. 1 
Pray go to your father, I have told you my mind, Flo- 
ridor, why will you preſs me to change it? Pott et an 
ill opinion of your ſex miſlead you, and 1 injure me am 
refolvd.---You have my heart, I confeſs it— tis ungene- 
rous to urge me farther, when you know my reel. diſ- 
dels is to refule you any thing. 
FIL OR. 


8 A CHRISTMAS TAL E. 
FLORIDOR. 


My ſuſpicions, Camilla, are the ſtrongeſt proofs of my 


paſſton. 
c AMIL LA. 


Can you ſuſpect me of ſuch falſehood, as to pretend a 
paſſion for you, and ſecretly indulge one for another. 


FLORIDOR. 
| Nigromant, though a wicked, is a powerful magician, 
and his frequent viſits might alarm a heart leſs ſenſible than 
CAMILL A. 
My pride will not let me anſwer an accuſation that re- 
flects the greateſt diſhonour, both upon you and * 


FLORID OR. 
How can you ſuffer me to be tortur'd with jealouſy, 


when you * 
| CAMILLA. 


Stop, Floridor |! | when I might---what ? Scorn a father's 
commands, given me with his laſt breath and bleſſing ! 
__FLORIDOR. 
With his laſt breath, and bleſſing 


C AMILL A.“ 
V pon his death bed he enjoin'd me, with tears in his 
eyes, not to give my hand but to him who could give me 
proofs of what this inchanted laurel would unfold. 
FLORIDOR. 
And what are they ?---I conjure you tell me. 


CAMILLA, 
1 and behold | 


[The laurel unfolds and di iſcovers the words Valor, 
Conſtancy, and Honour, in letters of gold. © 


You have prov'd your Love to me, by its unfolding at your 
requelt---Now read what is more expected from you. 
FLOR- 


A CHRISTMAS TALE. g 
FLORIDOR. (reading.) 


Pale, ces and Honour Can the fon of Bonoro, 
— your lover, be Wan ? 


e A AMILL A. 

I muſt not hear Fr: Floridor : Can you love me, and 
refuſe me theſe proofs ?---Marriage, my father added, was 
too great a ſtake tq venture upon common ſecurity : If 
your paſſion is a true one, you'll convince me by your 
obedience ; if it is a common one, I am too proud to ac- 
cept it, and too grateful to diſobey my father, 


8 O N G. 


Manan fhould be wiſely kind, 
Nor give her paſſion ſcope; 
Jiu reveal her inclination, 
Neger wed without probation, 
Nor in the lover s mind, 
___ the fon blo on bope. 


Youth and beauty kindle love, 
Sigbs and vows will fan the fire; 
Sighs and vows may traitors prove, 
Sorraw then ſucceeds defrre ; 
Honour, faith, and well-earn'd fame, 
Feed the ſacred laſting flame ! 


I Le- 


1 
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F LORIPOR. 


Vou ſhall hos the Ar from me row: . and i in 
fetür, 1 * it! exact but one from you. 


CAMILL A. 
If in my power, you, ſhal command it, 


; | Never See c and. Nigroman, mere. 


CAMILLA. | 
Do you berg him from the then; how can I avoid him 
he is crafty and powerful; "ſhould Lenrage wh, he would 


deſtroy our happineſs for ever. 


FLORI D O R. 
You have Spells to protect us. 
CAMILLA. 
You have Falour to protect. us ;---it is you Floridor muſt 
deliver me from him; valor, conſtancy, and bonour, may 


| ſubdue all evil ſpirits, and it is by them alone, you can 


only reach the ſummit of your wiſhes. 
_ FLORIDOR. 
Then 1 will prepare for the trial. 


s ON G. 


Ts | 3 me, niy heart muſi obeyʒ 
*Tis Honour that calls me, and Fame leads the way / 
From nhe ſoft filken fetters of Pleaſure I fiy, 

With my love I muſt; live, or with, ee will die. | 


1 3 from my trans, . [5 
Bring the ſword, ſhield, and lance, 5 
My name fhall be famous in ſtory ; 
Now danger has charms, 
 Forflove ſounds to arms, 
Aud love is my paſſion and glory ! 
K | FL Q- 


A CHRISTMAS TALE. 11 
CAMILLA. 
Stay Floridor ! I have ſomething yet to do. 
Exit Camilla. 
FLORIDOR. (amar d“ /, 

What can this mean What new triat fora heart, 5 
devoted to the object of its paſſion, that every trifling 
circumſtance Rurries the ſpirits to it, as if alarmed by ap- 
proaching danger! 


Re-enter CAMILLA, ( with 4 wreath of flrwers, ) 


K 
0 tale this wreath my hand has webe, 
The pledge and emblem of my love ; 
Theſe flours will keep their brighteſt hue, 
Mpilſi you are conftant, kind, and true. 


But ſhould you, falſe do love and me, 
IVijh from my fondneſs lo be free, 
Foreboding that my fate is nigh, 

Kach grateful JT: r will ar and die | 


7 End of the firſt Part 


C23 PART 


„ A CHRISTMAS TALE, 


„„ 


SCENE I. Bonorv's Cell, with Priſons round it, 
CHORUS of EVIL SPIRITS, from the Prifons, 


M IGHTY maſter, hear our fighs ! 
T.et thy ſlaves be free!\ 
With folded hands and lifted eyes 
He all otheel 
O end the ſtrife ! 
You grant us life; 
Grant us flill more---fweet liberty 


BONORO. 


Iretched, baſe and blind, 
Evil ſpirits peace ! 
| Your clamours ceaſe ;_ 
/ - By guilt confin'd, 
4 In vain the mind, 
Pants for freedom's happy hour; 
In pity to your pains, 


I Ioos'd your chains, 
_ But circumſerib'd your pour, 
| In pity to mankind. 


B ON 0 R O. 
What can be the meaning my ſon is not yet arrived : 
Love is his maſter now, and his father muſt wait, "till ſu- 
perior commands are obey'd. 


T yeho YAO 


Enter rv HO. 


* Y C HO. 
Here am I! 
B O NOR 0. 
Where is my fon Floridor ? ? 
| | 2 LC H.Q; 
Where I left him---at the old place. 
BONORO. 
With Camilla ? | | 
5 | 'E:Y-C HQ, 
To be ſure! = OT: | 
| BONORO. 
Did you tell him I wanted him. 
TYCHO. 
I did. eo Ton Boe. 
BONORO. 
What ſaid he? 8 5 
1 T VCH O. 


That he would ſay but three words and follow me. I 
heard him ſay a hundred, and ſing a thouſand ; Lovers « are 
bad arithmeticians. 


BON ORO. 
Why did not you return ſooner ? 
TYCHO, 
I waited for him, to be ſure, 
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 BONOR 0. 
© Have a care, Tycho---I will ſooner forgive your weak- 


neſs, than your fal ſchood---tell 1 me the truth; . 


detain'd you. 
TVY CHO. 
J was a little love bound, I muſt confeſs, 
| BONORO. 


Confeſs the truth always, nor ever be aſham'd of the moſt 
natural, if not the nobleſt paſſion. | 
TYCHO. 
Jam half dead with it, I'm fure. (hing.) But I muſt 
never be melancholy again, and that it is that makes me 


fo merry: He ! he! he !---Heigh-ho! (Hung. 


BON ORO. 
Let no paſſion raiſe your mind beyond its proper bounds, 


I knew of your fooliſh intentions Such actions are the 
effects either of vice, — or yr paltry, miſtaken 
: ny | 


* v CH V. 
You need not throw away your leſſons upon me 
am in ſpirits now, and always a laughing. He! he! he! 
RB ONOR®O. 


That may be as foc iſh the other way; ; filly minds have 
have no medium, 


TYCHO. 
There's no pleafing ſome folks ; full, or faſting. 


BON ORO. 
I pity your weakneſs, and am a friend to your honeſt 
ſimplicity, 
TYCHO. 
1 with you wou'd give me ſome love powder for Robinette, 


T7 BO N- 
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BONORO, 
She is forward enough without it--If her blood'riſes above 


temperate, you may repent the e ---Here” i my 
ſon-+-leave us. | 


Ts od 4 ©: H O. 
With all my heart---I'll go write to Robinette, 
Enter F LO RID OR. 
[ wiſh you had W little more haſte with your three 
words. aſide tu Floridor and exit. 
BON 0 R O. 1 

No excuſes for your delay, ſon---Your miſtreſs detain'd 

you, and your father ought to wait, 


| FLORIDO R. 
[am zſham'd of my neglect. 


. BONOR 0. 
| excuſe it----I know the noble reſolutions you have 
made, which have more than half perform'd my commands, 
Camilla is an honour to her ſex; deſerve her, ſon, by your 
virtues, and my bleſſing ſhall attend your union. 


FLORIDOR, ¶ Aneeling.) 
Thus let me x my thanks, duty, gratitude and love. 


3 1 405 ng his hand.) 
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BON 0 RO. . 
Riſe Son, and attend to me- fome uncommon act of 
valor is expected from you. Before I obtain'd your 
mother's hand, I conquer'd, and impriſon'd thefe evil 
fyirits, (pointing to the Dens) who moleſted the world in 
various characters: You are now upon your trial---What 8 
can ſo ſtrongly demand your valor, as the deſtruction at 


once of your rival Nigromant, and the leader of theſe 
i ſpirits ? 1 


FLO RID OR. 


Nothing may prove myſelf the ſon of ſuch a 
father! . 1 4 


B ON. 


— en n Anus. gt oO eg ** 
* « 
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ff).. NS” 
Valour is beſt attended by faithfulneſs and ſimplicity ; 
Tycho ſhall be your 'ſquire---I will myſelf with the pro- 
per ceremony dip the ſhield and fword in the lake of va- 


pours.---But theſe incantations will not do alone---Vabr, 


| Conſtancy, and Honour, mult render all my charms effeQual, 


AIR VII. 
Though firong your nerves to poiſe the ſpear, 
Or raiſe the maſſy ſhield ; 
Though fwift as light ning through the air, 
The feoord of death you wield; 
T. is from the heart, the pow'r muſt flow, 
10 conquer, and _ the foe. 


Though dg d by ſpells, and magic charms, 
Hur fword may reap renown 
*Tis honour conſecrates your arms, 
And gives the laurel crown J. 


Tis from the heart, the power muſt flow, 
To conquer, and forgive the foe. 


FLORIDOR. 
As I feel your lefſons, tis the beſt earneſt of my exgci- 
ting them---but Sir! Father I find you are infomd 
that I am enjoin'd by Camilla to give proofs--- 


B O NORO. 

I am---Her father the good Bianco was my friend ; his 
pow'r now poſleſs'd by his daughter. was a limitted ont, 
he was oppreſſed at the end of his life by the fuperiot at 
of the wicked Nigromant, for rei juſing him her hand- Ne 
what object can at ence ſo warmly bring forth the prools 
required of you, as ſo formidable a rival, and detcitcd 
monſter 


FLO 


—— 
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FE ORID OR. 
My heart pants for the N 


BO NOR O. 


If you conquer, my ſon, you gain glory arid Camilla; if 
you are vanquiſſid- come to my arms ¶ Embraces him) 
[ ſhall have that melancholy bonſolation that you gave the 
beſt proofs of your virties. ” 


FL OR I D © R. 
Yout words melt me, and exalt me "EE, myſelf! 


„ Dodos 
| muſt away to the lake with the ſword and ſhield--- 


FLORIDOR: 
Shall 1 attend you, Sir? e eee 


b: 4 BONORO. 


No, I muſt be alone---Now mark me, ſons ; flay you 
here, and in my abſence be a guardian of theſe evil ſpirits; 
this wand, ſhould they be riotoùs, or endeavour to tear off 
the taliſmans from their dens, will defeat their projects 


" * 5 ; [Gives him the ward. 


1 


To ſecure your mud, ſleep muſt not cloſe your eyes till 
my return a drowſy watchman is the robber's beſt 


frend---evit ſpirits have power "UE over F thoughtlels, lazy 
minds: ; "—- "I : 


Exit Bonoro. 
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FLORIDOR, 
$ONG. 
Tho' honour loudly Atrites my ear, 23 
The ſofter notes of love prevailing, 


Every ſenſe aſſailing, | 
Swell with hope, or fink with fear } 


Who for the goal of glory fart, 
To love, as honour true, 

Weld nc er forbid this trembling heart, 
To figh a laſt adieu'! . 


"IF go---my faith and Path to Pros, 
Valour ne er was foe to love; 
Iwill, I muſ? obey the call, 

Love's triumphant over all! 


LESS  FLORIDOR. 
Tycho! . e tony 
8 Enter TY CHO. 
"TYCHO-: 75 
Here am I. x. 
F L OR I DO K. 
Approach, my Squire. 
| TYCHO. 


' bar father has told me of my Mae and if a 
man of honour may be ſaid to know himſelf, I will ventur 


£0 lay, that you are not very unfortunate in a Squire. 


FLORIDOR. | 
I am convinc'd of it---and the firſt duty I ſhall put you 


upon, is to guard theſe evil ſpirits in my abſence---[ {bal 
return _— but I muſt ſee Camilla again--- 


TYCHO. 
e 


7 L0. 


A CHRISTMAS TALE 19 


8 F. LORIP OR. HOT 

I have ſomething to ſay to her, which unſaid would 
damp the glory of any action I might atchieve, and which 
when ſaid, will lichten, and ſtrengthen PI heart for any + 


adyenture, | 


TY 9 H 0. 
The moment your father has pardon'd one fault, you 


commit 1 keep! his 28 nature in fine exer- 
ciſe. | 


FLO R IDO R. 
Iwill never again give him the leaſt cauſe gf complaint 
] muſt ſpeak with Camilla, and directly, 


TYCHO. 
1 have t three . too for Robinetta- 


FLORID OR. 
Don't be a foo], but mind what I ſay to you. 
6 
A Knight may plunge over head and ears, while e the 
poor Squire muſt nt wet his feet, | | 


FL O R ID OR. 

No 2 but mark me-r-ſhould theſe evil ſpirits dare 
to be turbulent, this wand will controul them one 
caution above all is not to ſleep upon any pretence whatſo- 
ever; ſhould the wand drop from your hand, we are un- 

1 undone . wiſe, active, and vigilant ! ! [Ext Flrider. 
= a TYCHO, 

"The young ſinner preaches well I am forbid talking, 
and ſleeping, I wonder he did not add eating and drinking 

you too! *tis yery hard that I may not take one laok at Robi- 
val nette; J am fleſh and blood as well as he--- am as perſon- 
able as he--as jealous as he--have as fine paſſions, and am 
3 much belov'd as he- To divert my melancholy, I will 
ey; myſelf fit for my office, (it is not every. fool in office 


U ar ie | can 
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can do that) and examine theſe culprits, ſinners, and ei 

ſpirits---T will not get too near em thò for fear of their 

| laying a claw upon me. he ſpeaks loud, and with an aff 
* air) Who are you in this lob's pound here fas 


Firſt SPIR IT. 
Save you, ſweet Signior ! ; 


TYCH 0. 
Well, well, none of your parlaver--anſwer my queſt. 
ons directly, and keep your paws | in = den.—0 "ye hi 
knuckles What are you? 


| J ESUI T. 
I ama Jeſuilt. Wy” 
TYCHO.' 
The devil you are and how came you here ? 
| JESUILIT, 


Having ſome cardinal. virtues, and making larger Arid 
then they ſaid became me, they have laid me by the heels, 
and it is impoſhble for me to do any good here. | 

| T Y C H 0. -- 

No, nor any v where elſe---ſo'draw in your beak, corro- 
rant---And who are you with your _" looks and your 
clas! En, 

| A Y TOR NE Y. | 

Lam an Aton ne), at your krvice., 
ky, o Y C H O. 

Not at mine, I beg of ye vou-— are you in for your; dirt 
N too? 


| <4 T T 0 R N E V. 1 
4 little miſtake, in practice only, 1 
* + | 7 J. Y: C H O. 
1 60 1 als for fear of more ie 2 ſhall ſtay where e 


POET, 


are, Mr. Attorney, | 


evi] 
their 


2 


elt. 


1 


rides 
ch 


Mo- 
Your 


ru 


you 
U 


"POET. 
. Signior Fycho {>= beg your ears a moment. 


T VCH O. 
What have you loſt Fours own? 
POE . 


I am a poetical ſpirit, and won s a | Catre upon your 
neighbours, and a panegyrick upon yourſelf. _ 
II i © ff OE 


Tu touch nothing that belongs to you---I love my 
neighbours, and I hate abuſe---ſo keep in your fingers, 


| (/rrikes them ). But who are you that ſwell and look ſo big? / 


STATESMAN. 


IJ am a political ſpirit, 1 had a foul of fire, that over- 


lap d all lays and conſiderations---I was a ſtateſman | ! 
— YCHO. 


It was time to cool you a little, and ſpoil your leaping, 


| by keeping your ſoul under lock and key- Who n. 


friend ?--and what are thoſe rattles 1 in your hand'? 
0 A M E 8 TE R. 
A box and dice to divert us in our retivement. 
| TYCHO. 
Gameſters, I ſuppoſt—prays e what brought 
you here! 1 
| 8 A M E ST E R. 


We loſt good | fortunes, by keeping bad company, and ta 
retrieve A little--- "IM 


TYCHO. 
Became bad company. yourſelves. A 
; GAMESTER. 


WW c did take an advantage, I muſt confols, 
F 2 * * ko 1 8 
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T.Y CHO. 

So they took an advantage of you, and put you where 
you are---I wiſh all your family was 3 3 brothers, 
fifters, and al!!! 

 ACTRES * 
Turn your eyes this way, beautiful Sir, and look Upon 


ne with an eye of pity, 
Ah | TYCHO. | 
th | O, the females have found me out at laſt! } What aro 
| | you, a hen Jeſuit? . | 
1 T R E 8 8. 
4 1 was an actreſs ſome months ago. 
i TY CHO. 
bi An aQreſs ! | what vor s that ? 
CTRESS. 


A ſpirit to entertain the public, but quitting that for 
Private practice 


. 

As you like Nina procidics 1 wiſh you joy of your 
. | ſituation. 

F A C T R E SS, 


If you wou'd permit me to come forth, and approach 

you, I would amuſe you with my hittory, 
T YCHO. 
Many thanks, fair lady; but as I know nothing of 
acting, we are both much better as we are. ---Pray who are 
you, licking your lips, and with your mouth open? 
5 ieee TO N. 
Jam a luxurious ſpirit ; T Joy? d cating and drioking a 
little too much. 


TVC. HO. 
1 O, a city ſpirit! 1 hope, friend, tbere is no great ſin 
1 in a little cating; ant drinking? 
% 5 GLEPT TON. 


„If I out, good Sir 4 would place ſirch fayoury 
TCA. 


dainty diſhes before you ! 
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T2, Ef 0. 
Hold your tongue, Sirrah; no bribery and corruption 
He ſets my mouth a watering already this fellow ſhall he 
my cock, if I ſhould ever get. a good government. 


W OMAN of QUALITY. 

Turn to me, Signior; I have a right to be heard firft. 

T VCH O. : 

Then don't loſe your right, 1 beg you---Who 3 are you, 

Madam? He. | 
WOMAN of QUALITY. 

A ſpirit of quality! 

T YC H O. 

And what are you in there for, Madam ? 
W OMAN of QUALITY. 


For being a woman of quality. 


TY CHO. 

5 A woman of bad qualities you mean---Fye upon you. 
who ever heard of a bad woman of quality? this is ſcan- 
dalum magnatum horrendiffimum ! Y ou are a foul weed, and 
ought to be pluck'd out from the fair garden of nobility ! 
1 will Robinetta had heard me ſay that. (aſide.) | 

[A voice is heard ace -mpanied with a guitar] 
What have you ſingers and muſicians ning you? * Us 


e 
O yes, and dancers, actors, authors, and managers too : 
We could entertain you, ſweet Sir, if - we were at . 
5 Nene i: 

No, no, you'll ſing better in your cage, my pretty. 
birds: Come let me hear you: (He fits daun.) Whiſtle 
 away---This is almoſt more than fleſh and blood can bear: 
Such ſweet looking ſpirits ſure could never hurt one. © 
(4/ide.) Come, come, whiſtle away, my ſweet canary birds. 
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(DUET TE: 


Oil genth a 2 
Let love's fuveet voice delight you; 


The ear of youth; ſhould drink edth flrain, 4 
ben beauty 5 * invite Jou: ; b 


A. lr and 1 20arm your hearts | 
And faith and honour guard you ; 

From: wounded breaſts extratt the darts - 
And oy will reward you : 


7 


Our tear-ſtain 4 Hes, their wiſh di feleſes y 
Can cruel you refuſe em g 


O wipe the dew from of the roſe, © 
And place it in your "boſon. 


(as they are. ſinging, Wache by degrees falls aſlcp 


4 


'TYCAO. | Calf aft.) 
This is melting indeed | Bravo] bravo Softly iny an- 


| gel; not ſo loud, I beſeech you---Sweet Robinetta f encore 


encore ! ſing again, or I'l--- As laue and valor, (ſings in his 
ſleep) and beauty's lips. Toll, lol, lal, lal !--Robinetti-- 
obinctta---binetta---netta=--ctta->-ta=4+2-== 


(Falle aftes and 4555 his Sas; 0 cobich, it thun- 
ders; the dens burſt open, and various evil ſpirits of both 


ſexes enter promiſeuouſly, and riatorfly expreſs their joy.) | 


A CHRISTMAS TALE. 25 
CHORUS of EVIL SPIRITS. 


*Tis done ! tis done! tis done 
We break the galling chain] 
We fly, we fink, and run, 
From tyranny, 
To liberty! 
To liberty - again ! 
Revel, riot, dance and play, 
Folly freps, and Vice kreps holiday!“ 


End of the Serond Part. 


* PART 


* 


=- 
* 
* - 
4 . 
, 
* 
; 2 
A 
1 
2 
5 


6 A CHRISTMAS TALE, 
Pp A R 1 
S CEN E, Carilla's magnificent Garden, 


Euter CAMILL A and FLORIDOR, 
CAMILLA, 


V N HY would you diſtreſs me * and doubly 
wound me by this raſh action? Your father will be incensd 
at your diſobedience, and hate me as the eauſe of it; 
112 may be work'd upon by the evil — and undo 

ub uiny heart forebodes too—— | 

FLORID O K. 
Can your heart be mine, and conceive any doubts of me! 
CAMILLA. 

Why ſhould I imagine that I have charms powerful 
enough to fix you mine for ever change of place may 
occafion change of ſentiment, new objects may eraſe for- 
mer impreſſions. 


FLORIDOR. 


Indulge not theſe falſe alarms ; thou art queen of my 

beart, and ſhalt reign there for ever, and alone. 
„ ML. 

My fancy teems with a thouſand apprehenſions, al my 
fenſes are in diſorder ! I heard, or thought I heard ſtrange 
noiſes in the air ; even now my eyes are deceiv'd, or this 
garden, the trees, the flowers, the heav'ns change their 


colours to my ſight, and ſeem bs ſay ſomething nn 


which is not in my heart to ex pound. 
[ The oljjects in the garden Cary their colours. ] 
Ry OO FLORIDOR. 
T heſe are the phantoms of loye and fear. 
CAMILLA. | 
O, Floridor ! you have taught me love, and love has 
taught me fear. 


FL OR. 
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DIALOGUE SONG. 


. 3 ME. 
Look round the earth, nor think it ſtrange 
Ta doubt of you, when all things change; 
The branching tree, the blooming flawer, 
Ther form, and hue, change every hour; 

= While all around ſuch change I ſee, 


Alas ! my heart muſt fear for thee * 
; Wh. --.- 
9 | Bli ghted and chilld by cruel froft, 
Their vigour droops, their beauty's loſt; 
My cheek may fade by your diſdain, 
? To change my heart, all pow'r is vain ; 
| Look round the earth, the flew'r and tree 
1 To nature” s true as I ta thee, 
| 
4 K. 


* Look up to head n nor think it Arange, 
To doubt of you, when all things change, 
* Sun, moon, and flars, thoſe forms ſo bright, 
Are changing ever to the fight ! 
While, in the heav'ns, ſuch change 1 ſee, 


17 I | 8 Call my heart mul fear for thee. 
Ve a 

1s | ot H E. 

Ir Chuded or bright, the mooy and fun, 

15, Are conſtant ta the courſe they run; 


So gay, or ſad, my heart as true, 

Rijes and ſets, to love and you: 
Look in the heay'ns, each ſtar you ſee, 
True go its orb, as I to thee. 


hh * Thefe two verſes are omitted in the repreſentation. 


| E,: 
= | | 0 
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Enter BONORO bhbaſlh. 
[ He flops ſhort, and looks fledfaſtly upon Floridir, who fart 
| confounded ; while Camilla appears diftreſsd.] 
 BONORO. (after a pauſe.) 
Well you may ſtart and be confounded, ſon ! 
CAMILLA. 2 
1 am the cauſe of his diſobedience let me be puniſhy'4, 
| BONORO,. 
Riſe, excellent woman | ( rafes her.) Your virtues are 
the beſt excuſes for his diſobedience, which will become 


its own puniſhment---his labours are trebled by it! 
FLORID OR. 


BON O R O. 

Tycho has been overcome by the evil Spirits tbey k have 
broken their chains, and fled to your rival and enen, 
Nigromant---miſchief is abroad 

CAMILLA. 

Then I am wretched indeed! 

FLORID OR. 


Doubt not of my valor, or my love ;---Increaſe of dun- 


My father 


ger makes me more worthy of Camilla. 


B ONO RO. 

Your ſpirit charms me, and diſarms my anger---I hae 
diſenchanted from fleep, and forgiven the poor penitent 
Squire; his was an error of judgment; yours of paſſion; 
but it is paſt and forgot. Tycho waits for you, with yout 
ſword and ſhield, in the grove by the inchanted lake 
Begone ! remember the words of this divine oracle ; may 
Valor, Conſtuncy, and Honour guide you--»let no pleaſures 
entice you---no terrors daunt you---when once you {ee 
him, never loſe ſight of your-foe ; follow him where ever 
he leads you; the greateſt dangers are only the rugged 


_ paths which will lead you to renown, in the arms of in- 
* 'nocence and beauty, (pointing to Carla 


TRIO. 


A CHRISTMAS TALE 2 


tt : : 
TRIO. 
'BONORO. 
May heav'n's bleſſing blend with mine J 
d, | To croton thy deeds at virtues ſprine, I 
Be love's beſt gift, Camilla, thine. 
are EE; 5 „ 
me  CAMILLA. 
Hy ev) ry figh that's heav'd by me, + | 
And ev'ry wiſh that's breath'd for thee, 
Be prof *rous gales on fortunes ſea. 
ave | 5 5 
wy, FLORID OR. 
O when my bart the tempeſt oer, 
With pilot love, fhall gain this ſhore, 
Ambition cannot aſe for more . 
Of ev'ry bleffing love's the ſource 
Falour but an empty name, 
ave A roving wild, deſtruftive flame, 
ent | ill love and juſtice guide its courſe, 
n; on And then it mounts ta fame J | 
Nur 3 3 | Exeunt, 
"ay TAN e „ 
Ro Enter ROBINETTE. 
le .--ROBINETTE. 
yer So, fo, all matters are made up again; and the con- 
red fuſion, which my poor, ſimple, melancholy lover, Tycho, 
in- occaſion'd, is all kindly ſettled by the benevolence of 
ll. Bonoro -I could not help liſt' ning to his fine ſayings, 


0. oy not 


_ — — — 
P i pes „ e r ˙ ˙— „ ; S + 
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not out of curioſity, but it really does one's heart good to 
hear a fine preacher of morality, and which is wonderful, 
fee him practiſe it too. But the lovers, I ſee, (looking out, ) 
are taking their laſt Jeave---the good man can ſcarce part 
them---their lips are glew'd together---they'l] never be got 
aſunder it makes both 1 1 eyes and my N water 
JI look at em no more. | 


6 N 8. 


Thro all our hearts philoſophers have taught, 


A ſubtle vapour flies, 
Trarn'd in the veins, it kindles quick as | thought, 
And ſparkles in the eyes. 


Be warn” A ye fair, and retire, | 
Fly far from the flaſh, 
TJou'll repent if yu re raſh, 
O never play with fire! 


If a youth comes, wnth a grace and a ſong, 


Lite Phoebus deck'd in rays, 


| Then to your beart. the fiery atoms throng 


And ſet it in a blaze. 
Be warnid, ye fair, &e. 


Bu. Huld the youth come, with honor and truth, 


Fiy not your Iruer's rays, 
His heart in a flame, let yours be the ſame, 


Aud mae a mutual blaze = 


Frem ti: <ve need not retire, 
Il hen ſacb can be found, 
le may ſiand our ground, 
O then we may play with fare, 


J dont 


I don't know what's the matter with me to day, I am full 
of miſchief I believe---I am afraid theſe evil ſpirits that are 
got abroad again are a little buſy with me---it can't be the 


loſs of Tycho ſure that affects me-] don't love him ſo well 


as that neither---no matter what it is---why don't my 


loving couſin come back. ?---O this love! this love! ! he 


can't \ her dying ſwain,--- Why ſhould not I go after 
mine too ? tho? I am not dying for him, he is for me---P'11 
go towards Bonoro's cell, Im ld 240 [ have leſs paſ- 
ſion, I ſhall appear more generous by looking after my lover 
in his preſent ſituation.— I never knew 'till this moment 
that I was half ſo good a creature as I really am. 


[Boi Rab. 7 


SCENE, the Outſide of BONOROs Cell 


Enter CAMILLA. 


- CAMILLA. 


Farewel, O farewel! my Floridor ! Thou ſeeft, but 
can'ſt not hear with what reluctance I am ſeparated from 
thee !---He too with unwilling ſteps moves flow azong, and 
turns his head this way, to ſhew that duty, and inclination, 
cannot yet be recontil'd---now he {tands ſtill, and with 
his eyes, and one hand rais'd to Heaven, preſſing his bo- 


ſom with the other, he ſeems to ſwear eternal love -I will 
ratify that vow, and make it mutual---now he ſeems diſ- 


treſdꝰd, and hurries down the hill, and now he's gone and 
now---I am wretched {---heigh ho | 


Enter ROBINETT E. 
ROB INE TEE. 


Hcizh ho! why hc come again couſin, depend upom it. 
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CAN. 
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CAMILLA. 
Ez May depend upon his coming again as he goes away, 
we | edn and faithful; his father warn'd him to let no plea- 
1 ſüiure entice him is not that alarming? 
g e Ge ROBINET TE. 
What is it your turn to be jealous ? 
CAMILLA. 
Can one love much, and not be jealous a little ? 


RO BINE T T E. 


Can you be long in doubt, and have ſupernatural powers 
to aſſiſt you? 


CAMILLA. 


The paſſions of Love counteracts all operations of ma- 
gic, and levels us with the weakeſt we can try gold, but 
we can't make it---it is conceal'd by nature from the wiſeſt 

of us. 
ROBINETTE. 

Make a trial of his affections then, by aſſuming a form, 

if poſfible, handſomer than your own. 
CAMILLA. | 
| That is not in my power, I can aſſume a form leſs agree- 
able, if poſfible, than my own, and with that, and ſome 
other circumſtance, I am now going upon the trial. 


ROBINET TE. 
J will attend you. 


r 
No, I ſhall diſpenſe with your company for ſome time, 

] leave you miſtreſs of my garden, and my caſtle ; {ce 
whom you pleafe, and do what you pleaſe ; make yourſ.!f 
\ dappy, While I perhaps am feeking to be miſerable ( be 


$ONG, 


— 
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O how weak will power and reaſon, 
To this boſom tyrant prove, 
Every act is fancied treaſon, 
By the jealous ſovereign Love, 


Paſſion urg'd the youth to danger, 8 
Paſſion calls him back again; | | '8 
| Paſſion is to peace a ſtranger, | 2 | | F . 
| ' Seek I muſt my bliſs or bang. Y 
So the feaver'd minds that languiſb, | 1 
; 5 And in ſcorching torments rave ' 
t 5 Thus to end or eaſe their anguiſh, . | 43 
. | Hleadlong plnge into the wave. 1 
[Exit cu tl 
ö ROBINFT TE. | 
Poor creature !---I would not have her cares for all her Il. 
| magic, and her grandcur-----mirth has got ſuch poſſeſſion | i1 
5 of my heart, that I defy all the handſome fellows in the 1 
4 world to take more of it, than I pleaſe to give them. WW 
I have two lovers, which 1 keep as two Monkies to divert N 
me; I make em play me a thouſand tricks, can ehange 
the very nature of em if they grow miſchievous, I pu- 
niſh *em---if all monkies were ſerved ſo, there would be 
leſs impertinence in the world---but mum one of em 
8 here---this is too old, and too lively, I muſt make bir 
2 melancholy or turn him off. 


F | Enter 
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Enter FALADEL; 


FALADEL. 


Signora Robinette---I have follow'd you to fo half a 
dozen kind words to you, and vaniſh ; he! he! he — by 
my faith and wand, I will not encroach upon you |! 


J ROBINETTE. 
1 | By my faith and fardingale, you may vaniſh before you 
have ſaid the kind words to me if you pleaſe |} he! he! he! 
[mimics him] well what do you follow me for ?--- 
FAELADEL. . 
I could not help it---I knew where you was going, [ 
followed you, and the following little ode came * with 
me, andis at your ſervice. 


o D k. 


4 |  Alack-a-daqy! 
| You would not ſtay, 
1 follow'd gay, 
Lie faithful Tray, 
With you to play, 
Or here to ſlay, 
At feat to lay; 
Fer by my ſay, 
I will obey, 
M hate er you ſay, 
IMpilſi I am clay, 
For ever ay, 


. Take pity=--pray-- 


2 4 
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ROBINETTE, 


Upon my ad that 8 very pretty and very moving. 


FALADEL. 
Indeed and alack-a-day, I ſhall certainly die ſoon, if 
you don *t cure me with kindneſs, he! he! he! 1 ſhall in- 

deed for ever and for aye---he | Ee 


ROBIN ET TF. 
What is your diſorder, pray? 


| FAL AD EL. 5 
Alack-a-day | I'm troubled with the Tycho---Signora 
it Robinette, do you underſtand me? he! he! by my 
ih Jan 


Ju 
e 


ROBINETT E. 
Jealonly: I N of poor Tycho--- 


FALADEL. 


Poor or rich---I am troubled with the Tycho, and I 
muſt either take ſteel myſelf, or make my rival take it 
do you underſtand me? he! he ! he! (claps his hand 2 
his ford) it is a ſerious matter I do aſſure you---he ! he 
he! there muſt be blood ſhed---he ! he! he! by my faith 
and wand, there muſt ! 


ROBINETTE, 


I vim you would make it a ſerious matter, and not be 


grinning ſo, to ſpoil one of the handſomeſt faces in the 
a, 


FALADEL, 


Nlack-a-day ! I can't help laughing for the life of me, 
I was born ſo---tho* I'm unhappy all the while ta deſpera- 
. boy, he! he! hel by my faith and wand I am |! 


R O B- 
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ROBINETTE. 


By my faith too, my heart ſhall never be a prize for the 
beſt grinner ; you muſt ſhew your loye to me, by wear- 
ing a face of deſperation, indeed. | 


FALADEL, 
What kind of face is that? 
ROBIN ET TE. 


Thus---your eyes thus---looking about as it were thus 
>--Or thus (/he puts on different faces 9 


FAL AD EL. 


. about for what ?---my feet 2 queen of 
hearts he! he! he! 


ROBINET TE. 


For a tree, or a canal to be ſure, to put an end to your 
deſpair. 


ALA DEL. 


To dangle, or fioat upon fool underſtand A 
he ! he !---by my faith PI hit your taſte, or die for it--- 
will this do? or this, or this---he! he! he! 


8 O NG, 
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s ON . | 
By my faith and wand, 
. Grating now my hand, 
Tm at your command, 
For ever and for aye. 
Heart within my breaſt, 
Never ſhall haus reft, 
« Till ef yours poſſeſt ; | 
| Heigh ho - 1 alack-a-day + 7 


Do you want N night? 
Keady, briſk, cu tight, 
Foes and fiends ta fg lt, 
„ 
For eve” an for aye! 
F you wart a e, 
7 7 1 71 2 EK 8 | 
Nin you 7: iet ſave, 
Bend me ti my grave, 


3 FP Mm du 5 -cack-a-day 7 


I'll ſtand by my fong for ever and aye. 


ROBINET TE. 
You're at your grinning again. 
> FALANEL 
Alack-a-day ! and fo I am---I can't ſtop it---my fea- 
tures run away with me---but I'll go and practiſe a little 


by myſclf---and return again directly, quite a New crea- 
fure---by my faith I will! | | [Exit 


RON INETT E. 
Ha] ha! ha! if every woman before marriage, would but 
train up her lovers to her inclination, as ſhe does her birds 
3 5 or 
* This ſong is omitted ſince the firſt night. 
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er her dogs, we never {ſhould have an unhappy marriage; 


2 c | to be too much in love, and to give men their way, ſpoils 

1 every thing---But what have we here? my lover, Tycho, 
we | and prepar'd for battle !---like maſter, like man; he comes 
®:; 


| to take his laſt adieu--He ſeems very ſad and thought. 
"3 ful; but he fees me, and brightens up into unnatural 
| {miles---Anh, Signior Cavalziro Tycho 1 


Enter TY CHO. (amd as Fhoridor's Squire.) 
TY CEO. 

Here am I] as merry as my ſituation will permit me 
have leave to kiſs your fair hand and away. Tho' I am 
made a Squire, I have had fad luck ſince I ſaw you, (Do. 
ing grave, but recollecting himſelf.) But it is all over, and I 

don't mind it now, he! he! he! 
ROBIN ET T E. 

If I had not taught you to laugh at misfortunes, your 
laſt adventure, with the evil ſpirits, would have broke your 
heart. | | 

TYCHOQ:. 
There was the devil to do! I have not recover'd my 
fright yet, I am fare, tho” I put a good face upon it, 
hel he! he! 
| ROBINET TE, 
Sad work indeed | but how was i it? 
TYCHRO, 

. ſhe. devils throw'd me into a trance, and as I 

could not help myſelf in my leo p, they help'd themiclves 
out of their priſons, and left me to pay the reckoning. 
CKOPNTNETT.E. 

Anda x long one it was. 

F ne. | 

- Tens: inderd but our kind old gentleman, gave me 4 
four look, along iprech, pied my weakneſs, and forgave 
me- tis a good old fou; | 


ROB- 
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ROBINETTE. 
Sad work indzed, Tycho! 
| TYCHO. 


It was horrible, horrible, an. 4 moſt horrible. Hel het he! 
RO BINE T ＋ E. 


But how was it ? 


3 


oo . 7 ts LENS x " 


TY end. WH +: 

You muſt know I love muſic vaſtly, tho? I don? t 6 
note and two ſhe angel-devils, ſung me fo out of my 
ſenſes, that I fell faſt allcep. 
| ROBINETTE. 

Ay, ay, your old diſorder - But I am 1 you can't 
ſing, your rival, Faladel, who was here juſt now, ſings 
very prettily. 
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Yes, he may ſing; but he can't write as I can---I "Ot 
wrote a ſong upon you; and who knows. but you may 
teach me to ſing, as you have taught me to laugh, he! 
he! he! (Endeavour to fi mg. 

RO 5 INE T T E. : 

O pray let's hear it, 

TYCHO. (aer) 4 
Sweet Kobinette, 
Your eyes are jet. 


Your eyes are grey, but no matter for that, poets may 
ſuppoſe any thing, | | 
Sweet Nobinette, 
| Tour eyes are jet, 
: And teeth are lily white--- 
vu have a fine ſet of teeth, and if you had not, I 
wa refoly'd to give em to you---I don't love by halves. 
| Your cheeks are roſes, 
Lips are pojies, 
And your noſe is--- 
Wand rous bright ! 


: 
| 2 

* 
1 | 
x 
88 4; 
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Let my rival do that if be can—I wrote it, and ſet it 
myſelf. 
ROB N ET T. 
1 don't doubt it---But, Tycho, I don t know if a 
bright noſe, is any compliment.“ 
T1CTHO. 
Why not? Vou muſt have ſomething bright about 
you :---but I don't want for words you may alter it to 
_ wond rous right---or white---or light---or tight---a tight 
noſe, is no bad thing as times go\; he ! he ! he !---Here 
comes my rival ; ſhall I hanſel m y maiden ſword, and 
lay bim dead at your feet ? 


ROBINE T T E. 
By no means Kill him with jealcuſy !--Sce how me- 
lancholy he 1s ; he has loſt all his ſpirit. 
TYCHO.- 
And I have got it; he ! he! he !---What a diſmal 
Piece of mortality it is: I am quite aſham'd now that ever 
I wore ſuch a face as his. (afede ts Rib. 
ROBINETTE. 


Now for a curious ſcene ! 


Enter FA L A D E L. 
| FALADEL. 

T hope I have conquer'd my fooliſh nature, Robinett- 
internally, and externally for ever and aye. But there 
my rival, ( ſeeing Tycho.) ſhall I ſacrifice him to you 
n and my paſhon ? (claps his hand to his fword, 


ROBINETTE. 

O, by no means! draw your wit upon him; cut him 

up with that ( aſide to Fal, 
__FALADEL. 

You command me. What a ſimple fellow it is, grit- 

ning like an ideot, without ideas? 

R OÞ- 
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ROBINETTE. 

Did not I tell you ſo? A . face gives me the 

heart=burn. Caſide to Fal. 
TYCHOO. 

What a poor melancholy fool it is---he has dons for 
him{clf 1 fee; Look at old miſerable, Robinette ; he 
he | he ! 8 (uaſide to Rob. and grinning. 

XROBINET TE. 
What a figure from top to toe Attack him, Tychoe- 
aſide 
reno. (aſide to Tycho. 

Vour ſervant, Signior Faladel. -I am ferry for your 
misfortune ; he ! he! he 

FALABES 

What misfortune, pray Mr. Merry Andrew ? 5 

ET 

Attack his grinning, Faladel. (fide to Fal.) Attack 

his garage Tycho. (aſide to Tycho. 
TYCHO. „ 


I verily thought, Don Faladel, that you had put your 


face into mourniag for ſome family misfortune ; ha! 
ha] ha! | 
FALADEL. 


How can I help being melancholy, when I fee how 
tontemptible your grinning has made you? what a ſur 


—_— happineſs ! 1 [ would laugh now if I durſt. 


(begins to laugh and flops, 


ROBINETTE. 


As you are both my mes; and one of you fometh] ng 


more 
＋ Y CH 0. 3 
A great deal more, I believe. | (afiat. 
_FALADEL, 
I thought ſo. poor ſoul ! | (aſide. 
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ROBINETFE, 


Pray let me introduce you to know cacit other better 
| TY CHO. | 
I have no objeftion ; he! he ! ho! 
F ALAD EL. 
I can have none to your commands... 
KOBINET:TE, | | 
Take hands then---You muſt not be rivals, (for J can 
but love one of you). and therefore be friends. 
Each of *em winks at Rihinette, which ſhe returns 
as they are taking hands. | 


FALADEL..: 
What a foo] ſhe makes of the poor man! ! (ofede, 
TY CHO. 
How ſhe ſhews Diſmal of {aſide 


ROBINETTE. 
Fhank you, e need not ſay which is my 
choice. 


No, no. og 5 (beth nodding at her. 
FALADEL. 
It is too plain, | | 
| 2 A006 


Half an eye may ſec it. 


ROBIN ET T E. 
1 muſt, therefore, now take my leave ; firſt of you, 
Signior T'ycho---Dilireſs'd damſels, urid d Knights, 
and various adventures attend you-— Don't be Jealous, 
Signior Faladel, if I conduct this redoubted and ate 
mous Squire a little on his way, | 
FALADEL:. 
Not i in the leaſt !---FHow the jeers him. (fear, 
ROBIN ET T E. 
Come, Don Tycho, the ſword is drawn, the Jance 5 


couch'd, aud the Knight | is inpatient, 
TY CHO, 
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ens. 
Donna Robinette, my ſword is thine, my valcr thine, 
my heart is thine, my blood is thine, and at my return, 
my body ſhall be thineSignior Diſmallo, farewel ! I with 
your "OP joy of its wooden head. He! he! he! | 
[ Ext laughing with Robinette ] 
FA LA DEL. 
By my faith and wand, if J had not been commanded 
1 to the contrary --- 1 would have divided his body, and 


joil'd his grinning --- but ſhe hates and deteſts him for a 
11 t, as the adores me for the contrary. | 


9 8 0 N S. 
Once as merry as the lark 
I mounted to the ſky, 
But now I'm grown a ſober ark, 1 8 
| 9 5 And like an owl, - ; 
A The wiſe/t faul, 
ill roll a difmal eye ; 
| For Robinette will have it ſo, 
. | | And what fhe will ſhall be, 
| I therefore take to ho! ho! bo f 
And turn off be! hel be? 
Once as merry as the hid, 
IT friſe d it oer the ground, 
But ſince I am to laugh forvid, 
* An afs [ am, 
8 A ſheep, a lamb, 
5 Shut up in diſmal pound, 
For Robinette will have it ſo, 
And what fhe will has be, 
] therefore take to h ho | ba / 
And turn off be ! he! he! 


N * Omitted in the repreſentation 


(3 2 | Fer 
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| Enter ROBINETTE, 
ROBINETTE. 
Pour fooliſh fellow, he is gone---he'Il be a breakfaſt for 
ſome giant---I begin to pity him. 
FALADEL. 
Alack-a-day ! he does not know his own weakneſs, and 
has ſuch a contemptible figure that he is below your pity, 
by my faith he 1s. 
ROBINE T TE, | 
I like his ſpirit, of knight errantry-it becomes him, 
FALADEL, 
Do you? I have a prodigious quantity of it myſelf, 
and by my faith and wand, fay but a word and I will be 
among the dragons, monſters, grants, and hodgobling ts, to⸗ 
morrow morning. 
ROB I N ETTE, | 
Will not that be depriving Camilla of the moſt com- 
plete gentleman-ufher, that ever bore wand, 
FALADEL. 
Alps de? all titles and ſervices ſhall be given up 
for that of being your moſt humble ſervant and obedient 
Knight for ever, and for aye | 
ROBINETTE. 
If you will go --- I hall preſent you with a ſcart- — 
come on, Sir Faladel, 


DUETTE 
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DVETTL 
BoTH, O the delight 
| Lo be an errant Knight! 
ROB. Oer mountain hill and rock, 


All dangers he muſt mack, 
And muſt with pleaſure go. 
Quivering, and quaking, 
| Shivering and ſhaking, | 
Diſmal nights, 
Horrid fprights, 
Lions roaring, 
Monſters ſnoring, 
. Caſtles tumbling, 
Thunder grumbling, 
Born. O the delight 
To be an errant Knight ! 


Ron, Damſels ſqueaking, 
WR Dievils ſbrieting, 
Clubs und giants, 


Hur] defiance, 
Night and day, 


, Loſe the way, 
Spirits ſinking, 
Nothing drinking, 
Beat and beating, 

Little eating, 
Broken bones, 


Beds of ſtones, 


Born. O the delight! 
To be an errant Knight? 


m- 


up 
lent 


End of the Third Part, 


In rain, and wind, and ' ſnow, 
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6a Tv; 


SCENE I. 4 dark Mood. 
Ew FLORIDOR, {in great diſtreſs.) 


s Q N G. 


Cruel ends purſue me 
Torment me, and undo me 

My riſing hopes are croſt, 

My Sword and Shield are lat! 
AVV breaft with valor glu d, 
Fame her temple fhew'd, 

Fiends have interpos'd, 
The gates are ever, ever chs'd ? 


Away with deſpair to the wind, 
Nathing daunts ihe noble mind; 
Eroꝛon'd with theſe flowers I'll take the field, 
Ax foes with this charm I will face, 
Love alone jhaii ſupgly the place, 
Of helmet, fword, and ſhield ! 


What a ſeries of diſtreſſes, ſince they broke their pti- 
fons, have theſe evil ſpirits prepar'd for me! they have 
eonvey'd my ſword and ſnield from Tycho, have by their 
miſchievous arts, diſturb'd and intoxicated his mind, ard 
all my fair praſpect of renown, and poſſeſſion of the 
; high dt 
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too hard for you. 
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higheſt carthly bliſs with Camilla is vaniſh'd and gone [os 
what can I ſay to her---what can I plead to my fa- 
ther ?--- 


T YCHO, (within · ) 


Si * Don Floridor, the loſt ſheep is found f 
F LO RID OR. 


Here comes again the unhappy incoxicated wretch — 
where are you, I yeho? 


Emir TJ CHO. (drank. 


e TYCHO. 
Here V 
| FLORIDOR. 
Have you recover'd my {word and ſhield? 
TYCHO. 


No---but I have recover'd a better thing---hic---my 
underſtanding! = 
FLORID OR. 
[ wiſh I could ſee a proof of it. 
TX CHO. 
I wiſh you had found your's, and then you would net 
be in ſuch a paſſion. 
FLORIDOR. 
Tycho, collect yourſelf, and anſwer a few queſtions. 
| TY CHO. 


Do you have all your ſenſes. about you, or I ſhall be 
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FLORID 0 R. 
Prith'ee, peace in the firſt place, at what time e did you 
perceive ren diſordered?ꝰ 
TYCHO. 
As ſoon as I found that I had loſt my ſenſes, 


FLORID OR. 
| How came you to loſe vour ſenſes? 
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TYCHO. 
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TY C H O. 
As other people do---by ſceing a fine woman. 
FLORID OR. 
What Robinette Fs» 
TYCHO. 
| Much handſomer ! 
| "> FLORIDU R. 
What did ſhe do ?-<-anſwer quickly. 
„ Fi 
Don't be in ſuch a paſſion---thus it is---on Tycho, | 
fays ſhe (looking with ſuch ſweetneſs as I do now) 1 
have long admir'd you, lov'd or ador'd you---T forget 
which. | 
FLORIDOR. 
No matter which, 
I Y CH 0. 


1 muſt be---hic---exa&t--lookine ſweetly a as I ſaid be- 
fore---ſhe ſtretched out the whiteſt arm, with the taperefl 
fingers---thus----here Don Tycho take this----whenever 
you find yourſelf diftreſs'd in mind taſte it and be yourſelf 


 again---ſhe gave it me, ſigh'd, wept much, and took to 


her heels---I had juſt parted with Robinette, who writh 


tears in her eyes, gave me this ſcarf---] ſeeing the poor 


creature fo tender hearted about me I grew tender hearted 


a bout her- found myſelf low ſpirited, very low ſ pirited-- 


tapp'd the elixir of life, and was enchanted as you ſaw me- 


FLORIDOR. 
Drunk you mean---as I now ſee you, 
| TY CHO. 
No, enchanted. 
FLO R IDOR, 
* 
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TYC H O. | 
Yes, I ſay efichanted---I ſpeak plain ſure, I know 
what drunkenneſs is well enough ; here is the enchanted 


Val! ATI on | [/hews it. | 
 FLORIDOR. j 
It was an evil ſpifit that deluded you. i 
Good or evil ſpirit, it 18 gone. Fturns up the vial: | F: 
'FLORIDO R. | | 


It was one of the evil ſpirits, your folly ſet at e 
that met you, tempted, and over came > you---and the con- 
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, ſequences have undone us; 

P EI TYCHO, = 
| I ſhall know the traitreſs again when I ſee her, but don's q 
fret about your ſword and ſhield---you ſhall have mine, 1 

F FLORIDOR: [ 

I ſhall 90 diſtracted with my misfortunes | | 

A | TYCHO. : 4 
T Here is the evil ſpirit !---hold, hold, if it is, ftie is A 
LAY ly alter d fince I faw her. 1 
Fn Eur, CAMILLA, as an Old Himes, | 
por '© AMIL L A. 1 
1 Hold y your peace, you intoxicated fool, or you'll tepent £ 
ol jour preſumption. = 
nes P | | | 1 
. 3 
I am not intoxicated with your perſon, Madam Noſe 1 

and Chin. | 4 i} 

4 FLO RID OR. 3 : | 4 


Ceaſe your ribaldry, T ycho---forgive his folly, he is not 
H | | himſelf, 
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himſelf, or he would not have given his tongue ſuch} 
eence. 
N J L LA. 
Young Knight, civility ſhould always be rewarded... 
what is the matter with you? can I be of ſervice ? 


FLORID OR. 
Impoſſible impoſſible my mind will burft wih 
—_ 
5 TYCHO. (to the old Wines) 

I know you have a charm for the tooth-ach, and a ſpel 
for the ague---but can you diſchant, or unconſure my 
brains---that is, ean you with witch elm, crooked pins, 
dry toad, or any of your family receipts, make me as ſen- 
{ible as 1 was before--- 


CAMILEA. © 
Very eafily---drink of the water of yonder brook, plen- 
tifully, and reſt yourſelf upon the bank 'till you are call 


for, and the vapours of your brain ul e and Tu l 
be ſober again. | 


T Y 0 H O. 
As I'm a little thirſty, and a little ſleepy, I'll take your 
preſcription; and if I was not already over head and ears in 
love, I would take you too---kind old lady, yours 
| harkee---If you are his friend too---give the Kuight a little 
advice, and bid him take mine, if he would go thro! lite 
as he ought to do. Exit Tycho, flaggerng. 


CAMILLA (is Phridor, wha walks about diſtrattedy, 


 Vexation, young man, will never find your ſword and 
| thield. | | 3 

FLORIDOR. 
Tormenting me will never cure my vexation ==», Why 
will you torment me, when you can't aſſiſt mg ? 
| CAN 
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CAMILLA. 


Young Knight, you don't know what I _ de with 
kind uſage. = 


TALF. 


FL 0 RID OR. 
Unavailing pity, as it wounds our r pride, doubles our 
* | 
| c AMI L KA.” 
Paſſon blinds you, and you can t les your friends. 


$ O N G. 


Young man, young man, 
Be this your plan, 
IV:iſdom get where 9 you can; 


See, ſee, 
The humble bee, 
Draws wealth, from the meangſt of f, err, 
Then hies away 
With his precious prey, 
No paſſion his prudence ſours. 


| Young man, young man, 
Be this your plan, 
Wiſdom get where'er you can: 


Wild youth, 

Paſſion and truth, 
So oppoſite never agree; 

Be prudent, ſage, 

Draw wit from old age, 
Aud be wiſe as the humble bee. | 


Young man, young man, 
Re this your plan, 
Wi:dom get where'er you can, 


FLO- 


— I — — 
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imagination, and my folly is a convert to your wiſdom, 


FLORIDOR. 
Pardon me, venerable lady---you have cool'd my heated 


CANILL A. 
I will ſhew my wiſdom, by aſking before hand what re. 
ward you will give me, to recover your ſword and ſhield, 


'FLOR IDOR. 
You ſhall n my ſervices, and every thing i in my | 
power. | 
CAMILLA. 
Shall I ? ; 
| FLORID OR. 
By my ſword, and honour of Knighthood ! 


SOLEMN AIR. 


By ny ſhield and my ſword, 
By the chaplet that circles my brow, 
By a knight's ſacred word ; 
That ever you aſk, 
How dreadful the taſk, 
To perform it, fore heau'n I uno! 


0 AMILLA. 

Will you as a pledge of our compact, give me thok 
trifling flowers that are ty'd round your head ? 

FLORIDOR, 

Triſling flow'rs, and give them to you you ſhould 
ſooner take iny head from my body, or tear my heart from 
my boſom, than .haye the ſmalleſt bud of my ſweet 
Camilla's chaplet, | 


Od 


b „ 
CAMILLA. 


0 love's extravagance -I may command every * 
in your power, but what you dont chuſe to part with. 


F LO RID OR. 


Aſk my life, and you ſhall have it---this wreats is derer 


eld. to me than my life. 
= CAMIL L A. 
Well, wall; I'Il take * at your word. 


« Whatever 1 A | 
« How dreadful the taſk, | © | 
* 0 perform it ooh es „you vow. | 1 


Behold what charms there are, in a young have! $ ſervices ! . 


 [ She ꝛwaves her flick, the wood opens, and di iſeovers his ford 3 | E | 
and ſhield, Nd upon the ſtem of a tre. I} 


FLORIDOR, (runs and takes them down). 
How delightful to my eyes, are theſe inſtruments of my . I 
fame and glory No taſk my ſervice and my gratitude, 1 
5 CAMILLA, 7 


I 'am not in haſte for my reward other cares demand BK 
youu ſeryices—-I ſhall call upon you in my turn, 1 
FLO RID OR. | 

To whom am 1 bound i in een for ever? h | 
CAMILLA 1 

Grinnclda is my name, _ 
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DUETTE. 
Remember, young knight, remember, 
Remember the words that J ſay, 
Don't laush at my ag, 
Nor ſcorn at my rage, 
For thy) I have paſt my May, 
| I'm not not frozen up in December. 
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+ 34 
Remember, I will remember, 
Remember the words that you fay, 
I honour your age, 
Nor ſcorn at your rage, 
And tho you are paſt your May, 
Your heart is fill warm in December. 


SCENE II. The onfſide of Bonoro's Cell. 
Enter BO-R ON O, (in great dire.) 


it | BONORO. 
Vh | My heart is agitated and diftreſs'd | the various accidents 
which have befallen my fon, make me tremble for his youth 
and inexperience ; I am unhappy and perplez'd in ſpite of 
ſupernatural pow'rs; the feelings of the father riſe ſu- 
perior to every thing Radel, my ſpirit, Radel ! 

Euter RADEL. 
RADEL. 
Here my lord and maſter. | 
BONORO. 

Fly to my ſon with a troop of my ſpirits that he may 
not be turrounded and overcome by the evil ones, in his 
18 conflict with Nigromant. 

A RAD EI. 

With the pow'r and virtue you have given me, 1 fy 

ts execute your commands. 


BONORO. 
Be ſwiſt as my withes! 


SONG. 
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O N . 


No pow” r can calm the form ta ret, 
Mo magic charm the father's bregſt, 
Which beats with doubts and fears : 
No more for attve ſcenes I burn, 
My pow'r and firength to weakneſs turn, 
AM manhood melts to tears ! 


J will not doubt, ---thro Gori ſhes, 
My fon ſhall break his way ; 
Shall cloudleſs Ger his errors riſe, 
And Fame ſhall hail the day / 


Exit Bonoro. 


SCENE: III. A proſbect of racks. 


TYCHO and FLORIDOR. 


| T ICH O. 

Heaven bleſs her for it ſay I!--- you have got your 
ſword and ſhield, and I my ſenſes---we are both beholden 
to her, and ſhould beth do our beſt to be grateful : She 
might certainly have had me, had not Robinette engag'd me 
before hand, But what ſtrange, fine, tremendous, diabo- 
lical, grand palace have we here ? 

FLORIDOR. | 

This is the domain of Nigromant---Tycho, ſhould the 
demons come upon you, remember they are but phantoms, 
and will be diſpers'd by one gleam of your ſword, as va- 
pours before the ſun : If free from guilt, you may defy, and 
deſpiſe them | 


| E ater 


TYCHO: 
Then I am their man! 
| FLORIDOR. 


Here will I plant my laurels, or mix my aſhes with the 
duſt. 


'TYCHO. 
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Ps YCH O. | 
And I as your Squire, wall take a flip of your laurels, 
or ſlip into the next world, as other raſh Squires — done 
before me. 

. FLORIDOR. 5 
Should 1 fall, and you ſurvive, Tycho, take this chap: 
let to Camilla, tell her, that my love never r yielded, the 
; "y body did. 
3 0 H O. 

And if your unworthy Squire drops, and you ſurvive, 


(which heav'n forbid) tell Robinette, that Tycho was 
true to the laſt--tell her--that--that--But as I hope I ſhall 
be able to carry the meſſage myſelf, let us to buſineſs, and 
put our loves in our pockets, *till we have done hehting. 
N FLO RID OR. 
Approach the caſtle gates, Tycho, and ſound the horn 
of defiance---Call forth the black the wicked 
Nigromant, to ſingle combat. | 


| TYCHO. 
To ſingle combat, you're right---your commands ſhall 
be obey'd. 
[ oho ſounds the horn; it thunders, the rocks ſplit 
and diſcover the * of Nigromant, and the 
fiery lake. ] | 
I have wak'd his devilſhip and blown all his caſtle 
about his ears | | 
NIG ROMAN T. (within.) 
F loridor, ſon of Bonoro, I come | 
FLORIDOR. me 
' Nigromant, ſon of darkneſs and miſchief, I attend theek 


1 NIGROMANT. within.) 
Floridor, ſon of Bonoro, I abhor thy father's virtues ! 
I hate thee, and thy race ! I call to thee, and defy thee ! 


and thou ſhall feel my vengeance. 3 | 
$9: | TYCHO. 
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TYCHO. | 

] don't like the ſound of his voice. | (afide to Flor. 
F LO RID OR. 


Come forth, t hou foul ſon of darkneſs! J have ex- 


perienced the miſchievous hatred of thee, and thy crew--- 
Come forth from thy lurking places, face me like an open 
foe, and [I'll forgive thee |! | 


N 16 ROM A N T. 0 appears in the fery lake, | 
Here Iam! 
TYCHO. 
This muſt be the cock-devil of em all! 


NIGROMANT. 
s O N 6. 


8h oh, traitor z victim of my rage l 
- Siripling, traitor ; offspring of ſedition / 
 Dar'/t thou with Nigromant engage? 
Nething ſhall my wrath aſſiuage, 
But vengeance and perditian ! 


Triumphant joy, my boſom ſwells ; 
Vain are your magic charms and ſpells, 
Revenge that ne er could ſleep, 
Her crimſon ſtandard rears, 
Here on this fiery flood ! 
Revenge ſhall ſaon her laurels flee, 
In the ſon's blood, 
And in the father's tears | 


1 FLOR- 
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 FLORIDO R. 
Thy terrors, threats, and boaſts are vais, 
Phantoms of a heated brain; 
Let all thy fiends ſurround thee, 
The elements conſpire, 


Thr water, earth and fire, 
PII fellow and confound thee |! * 


On the whirfwind if vn ride, 

Thro all your ſpells I'll break, 
Con on your guilt and pride, 

And plung into the fiery lake, 
With virtue fer my guide 


[ It chunders, and F loridor plunges into the fiery lake, 


TYCHO: 


A good journey, good maſter -- our feathers will be 
ſing'd at leaſt; and if I had follow'd him, I ſhould have 
been ready roaſted for the magician's table. 


(a flouriſh of * 


Here come the demons! but free from guilt, Ln | 
nm em! 3 
Here 4 Daver of Demons. 


[ Diving the 4 as often as the demons approach 
Bobo, be laps his hand to his ſword, and crit 


out, I defy you, and deſpiſe you; when tt 
vnn ib he afſiames an inpertant air. * 


I have done their buſineſs ! Ft 
7 4 4 ll wiſe i is heard in the air. 


Here is more work for me What have We. hear a 
feather'd monſter | ? 


LEY 


Ext 
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Enter FALADEL, as a large Otol. 
TYCHO. 

Evil ſpirit approach me not---If you will fight as a gen- 
tleman ought, and come with a ſword by your fide, I am 
your man---but I am no match for your beak and claws, 


therefore keep off 


1 


| ( retiring. 
FALADE L. 
| Hoo! hoo! hoo! ( clapping his Wings, 
TYCHO. 
I don't underſtand you, Mr. Owl. 
FALADE L. 
I am no evil ſpirit, but your rival, Faladel. 
TX CT HD: 
 Faladel! 
= FALADEL. 

By my faith and my wand I am. 

3 TYCHO. 
| Faladel ! ha! ha! ha! and they have made an owl 
of you, ha! ha! ha! I knew what your mclancholy 
WH would come to, ha! ha! ha] but how came you lo alter'd 
br the better? 
: FALAD E L. 

Tone a Knight-erranting, by the command of Robi- 
nette, and the evil ſpirits belonging to this caſtle would 
not fight me, but, alack-a-day, chang'd me into this ſhape, 
to divert the ladies of the Seraglio, for ever and for aye | 

TYCHO. | 

And a very comical diverting devil you muſt be, ha! 
ha! ha! I would not have Robinette ſee you thus, ſhe 
vill like you ten times better than before---Such creatures 
3 you in your human ſhapes, (if they may be call'd ſo) 
ne neither fiſh, fleſh, or fowl ; but now you are ſomething 
--you hook wiſe at leaſt, have a handſomer face, a finer | 


lupe, and a much better pair of legs, ha! ha! hal 
FAL 


1 
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FAT ADE. 
What, you have not left off your grinning I ſee, tho 
Robinette hates it ſo--- 


Enter MESSENGER, (haſlily.) 
MESSENGER. 


Are you Don Tycho, *Squire to the victorious and 
magnanimous Floridor, ſon of Bonoro ? 


TYCHO. 


And 1 is he victorious ? 3 


| MESSEN G E R. 
He has conquer'd and bound Nigromant, and by the 
aſſiſtance of his father's good rr, all the -evil ones 
are in chains. 


FALADEL. 
Hoo ! hoo! hoo! 


MESSENGE R. 
The conqueror has call'd for his *Squire to attend his 
triumphal entry into the palace and ſeraglio ! 


2:23.00 | 
My heart is with him already, and the reſt of my body 
ſall follow as ſoon as my legs will permit it. 
MESSENGER. 
I fly to let him know it. 


TE xit Meſſenger. 
FALADE . | 
, Hoo! | hoo! hoo 
TT CHO. 
What makes you ſo merry ? 
FALADE 1. 


One touch of the ſword, that has vanquiſh'd Nigro- 
mant will reſtore me. be a generous rival, and preſent 


e. 


TYCHO0 
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TVO H O. | 
Upon my ſoul you had better take my advice and 
ſtay as you are---but if you will be reſtor'd again from 
your being ſomething to your former nothingneſs, I will 
preſent you to him; give me a tip of your wing, and 
©] hand you to your Fe along. 


FAL AD EL. 
"Hoo! hoo! hoo! 


[ He claps lis wings with j Joy, and TO heads him 1 ] 


SCENE IV. The Caſile Gates. 


The triumphal entry of FLORIDOR, 
To martial muſick, 
With NIGROMANT and EVIL SPIRITS 


in chains. 


Then enter TYC H O, attended ith the Female 
Evil Spirits. 


TYCHO. 
Come along---come along---you are once more in my 
clutches, and I'll take care that you {hall never catch me 
napping again. 
| | Second W OMAN. 
Magnanim ous Don Tycho! 


TX CHD; | 
O you couple of ſhe devils---with your ſweet Jullabys 
---it was your {tring-tickling, and quavering, that un- 
did me !---none of your hypocritical fide-looks at me 
(they offer to play) dare not to touch thoſe deluding ſtrings, 
that poifon to the ears of honeſt men, or I ſhall forget 


your ſex, and drag you at my chariot ' wheels--- 
BOTH. 
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BO T H. 
Have pity upon us, moſt gracious Squire! 


TYCHO. 
1 will not be gracious---] have no pity---and I will be 
a ſevere, tho? upright judge---foul as you are, you ſhall 
have a fair trial, and be aſſur'd (for all your ogling and 
| ſmiling) that T ſhall find better employment for your 
fingers than tinkling men of virtue afleep, that hell may 
break logſe, and the devils have a holiday, | 
Third WOMAN. 
I have a petition to deliver. 
TYCHO. 1 
Juſtice is blind and can't read it---when I am a gover- 
nor, all my judges ſhall be without eyes, ears, hands, or 
| pockets ; no eyes to read petitions, no ears to hear em, 
no hands to take bribes, and no pockets to hold them, --- 
I am an upright judge myſelf who will not be brib'd, 
and what is ſtill more wonderful, am not worth a doit: 
— ſilence ye fiends! 


Say not a word---T've ſaid, and ſaid, is done: 
Stop all your tongues, and let the court 20 nun. 


End of the fourth Part. 


PART: 
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| EUNUCHS enter hein the Nu none. 


* the thrilling notes of Pleaſures 
Let the ſofte/?, melting meaſure, 5 
Calm the conqu ros mind; 

Let myrtle be with laurel tuin d, 

Beauty with each ſmiling grace, 

The ſparkling eye, and ſpeaking face, 
Attended by the laughing loves 

Around the hero play; 

The toil, and danger, valor proves, 


Lohr mo ts Wl ms 5 
Enter FLORIDOR and TYCHO. 
TYCHO. -j 
What a fine refreſhment this i is after the hard labour of ; | 
bghting and trying cauſes? ? oo 
-" FLORIDOR. . ; [| 


Tycho !---has Faladel receiv'd the- benefit he expected, 1 5 
from the touch of wy word? 


TYCHO. 
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TYCHO. 

It was wonderfully efficacious | he moulted fo faſt, 
that tho' he made all the haſte he could to his apartment, 
he left as many feathers in the way, as if he had been 
pluck'd for the ſpit---the moment he is pick'd clean from 
the owl, he will reſume the monkey again, and appear 
before your honour, to pick a quaarel with me; the old 
bone of contention, Robinette. 


FLORIDOR. 


We ſhall cool his courage bring before us the un- 


happy beauties, Who have been forc'd away, and confincd 
for the tyrant's pleaſures, 


TYCHO, ( goes to the door and calls.) 


Open the female apartments, and let their treaſures be. 
pour'd down at the feet of the conqueror.--- Thoſe that 


belong to the Squire, I ſhall viſit privately, and diſpoſe 
off by private contraCt--- | 


(T he chorus is hong again, during which, many wamen of 
the Seraglio, enter veild, and at laſt Camilla (who i 
in chains) and Nobinette: They throw up their veiis, 


FLORIDOR, (Karting) 
Earth and heaven! Camilla ! 
> TYCHO. 
Hell and the devil]! Robinette | | 
FLORIDOR. 
All my laurels are blafted ! 
Trends. 
Mine are in a fad pickle too! 
CAMILL A. [running to Elrid/ 
My lite, my love, my Floridor! all my ſorrows vaniſh 
| in 
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in theſe arms ! [as ſhe runs to Florider, he turns away | What 
cold, and regardleſs of me: 


F LO RID OR. 


Can I ſee you here, in the Seraglio of N Tizromant, and 


not have cauſe tolament, in the midſt of ny wiumpll ? 


CAMI LEA: 

Can you ſce me here, and in chains, and not find cauſe 
for a greater triumph than that which you have gain'd! 
unjuſt and ungrateful Floridor |---we were ſcig“ d upon by 
the magician, convey'd here to be the ſlaves of his pleaſure 
but my heart was engag'd, my mind was free, I reſiſted 
his paſſion, ſcorn'd his pow'r, and I triumph'd in theſe 
chains !---unjuſt and ungrateful Floridor! FO 

FLORIDOR. 

Then I have conquer'd, indeed !---and thus I. here the 
brighteſt reward, that ever conqueſt was crown'd withal ! 

(after embracing her, he takes off her chains.) 

FFA. 

Where are your chains, Robinette ? 

KOBINET TE. 

J left 'em behind me. 

OP TINT. 


[ believe they ſlip'd cafily off but did you reſiſt too, 
Robinette 5 


r 


I won't ſatisfy you- don't think that J am like Camilla, 
to be ſuſpected one moment, and hugs” d the next l 


TY.£&H0: 
Only ſay to ſatisfy my honour, that you came here a- 
gainſt your will, and I'll paſs over the conſequences, 
ROBINETTE. 
Your honour !--I prefer one feather of my favorite owl, 
1 have here, to your whole mind and body, 


K = TYs 


F = <6 a 
- 2 
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| A | 

O ho! Signiora Robinette, have I caught you? what, 

do you prefer that ow!, Faladel, to me ? | 
ROB IN RT TE. 

To all the world at prefeni---1 did like monkies ſome- 
time ago---my mind is chang d-] hate grinning and 
folly---I am for wiſdom and cravity-—and ſo follow your 
inclinations, as I ſhall ine. 5 [ Exit Rob, 

| T. CHO. 

And fo I will ; for my inclinations are to follow YOU-- 
She ſhall either take me round the neck directly, or I'll. 
wring her owl's neck off before her face---She has taught 
me to be merry, and I won't be made miſerable again, 
can help it have not conquer'd the evil ſpirits for 
nothing. [Exit Tycho after Rob. 


FLORIDOR and CAMILLA come forward, 


SONG in DIALOGUE. 


CAMII. The florm Hall beat my bregſt ns more, 
The veſſel ſafe, the freight on ſhore, 
No more my bark ſhall tempt the ſea, 
Scap'd from the rock of Jealouly. 


FLort., Bright are the Hoc) ro which ſorm this wreath, 
And freſh the odours which they breathe ; 

| Thus ever ſhall our loves be free, 

Prem cruel lights of Jealouſy. 


| Born. IWith roſes and with anyrtles crown'd, 

The conquror, Love, fries all around, 

Triumphant reigns by heau'n's decree, 
Ard leads in chains grim Jcalouſy. 


[ At the end of the ſong a Meſſenger enters, ] 
M E >- 
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MESSENGER. 


For the conqueror, Floridor | (delivers a letter. 


FLO RID OR. reads.) | 
By my aſſiſtance you recover d your fword and ſhield, by 
which you have conquer d Nigromant, and are poſ- 
fefs'd of his treaſures :---You are now worthy of my 


live, and therefore I demand your's : 


Whatever you aſk, 
How. dreadful the taſk, 


To perform it, *fore heav'n I vow. 


GRINNELDA. 


What a ſpiteful old hag? ur. fands confounded. 


CAMILLA. 


Whence comes that letter, Floridor, which diſtreſſes 
and confounds you ſo ?---I beg to ſce it---what's the mat- 


ter ?---You alarm me! 
= FLORIDOR. 
Don't be alarm'd, indeed it is nothing ! 
CAMILLA. 


Then let me ſee this nothing---what, more confounded ? ? 


O, Floridor! all falſe, Floridor! 
FLORID OR. 


To convince you, how little I value the writer, and re- 


7 gard the contents---thus 1 deftroy at once 
your apprehenſions, 


He tears the letter; it thunders, and grows Sib; flames 
of fire are ſcen thro the Seraglio windows ; 3 all but 


Floridor quit the place fhrieking. ] 


Is heav'n and earth in league againſt me? what have J 


done, to proyoke this war of elements? 


K 2 


her vanity and 


Amer 


gp” or PASS x 5 PH 2 a ou, res 
* — = - * 


_— wn 


1 — ER RY; 


. eb 


3 . 
* 
_ _— 


68 A CHRISTMAS AE. 
Enter T YC HO. (terrifyd.) 
| | EY-CRO, 3 
; The devils are loſe again---O, Signior Floridor, 
what have we done? The palace is on fire, the ladies have 


loſt their ſenſes, and J have loſt both the ladies and my 
ſenſes, for I ſaw--- 


FE ORIDOR. 


What, V hat N it re 18 Cam HA 5 


r 7 O. 


oz 
S) 
* 


{ticld---but away - ſce the flames are coming upon us | 
Jam no Salamander as you are, and therefore 7 ſhall get 
into a colder climate. | [Ait Tycho running. 
FI., ORI PORN. 

I will brave it all! 


[ The Seraglis breaks. ta Fieces and ar fexoers the white 


F . ' 
Felice in frames, | 


G £5: 
Let the Irid thunder ratile, 
Fluſh tr ning round my Lead, 
Place me im the front uf baitl, 
By rave and horror led; | 
Tho” &ath al! her xtaſily fornis appear, 
M heart thai Knits 319 dine, wn konw in fran. 


Ihe flames and the ruins of the caſtle vaniſh away, 
and diſcover a ne mooi 155 ht lee ne. 


T thought I ſew her carried thro” the air by the kind old 
witch, who ſober'd me, and recover'd your {word and 


in 


# 
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FLORIDOR. 
What can all this mean ? by what offence unknown ta 
me have I brought this complicated diſtreſs upon me ? | 


Enter TYCHO ( frightend.) 
e. 

What a dreadful combuſtion is this Where my 
Knight is, I can't tell; and where I am, and how 1 got 
here, the fiends alone who brought me here can tell 

A LO RID OR. 
Hark ! did not J hear a voice e---who' s there ? 
T.Y.CHO:- | 5 
[| hear a voice too! I am afraid no Friendly one; I ex- 
pect every moment to feel feathers upon my in, and + a 
crooked beak inſtead of a noſe. 
FLORITDO R. 
Who 1s mutfermng. there fart thou a good or evil 


ſpirit ? 
Ms Y CH O. 

I am neither at preſent- and how you Signior Floridor 
can ſpeak with ſo clear a tone of voice in ſuch place as 
this, and in your condition, puzzles my philoſophy--- 

FLORIDOR. To 

My conſcience upbraids me with nothing, and why 

Oe ] fear ? 


TY.CHDO, 
My conſcience is not quite afleep---but J haps my play- 


ing at hide-and-ſeek with the ſeraglio girls a little, cannot 


be any great offence, after Robinette had diſcarded me--- 
Enter CAMILLA, (as an old Woman.) 
C AMILLA. 
1 to you, Floridor! joy to myſelf now I have 
caught you near my own premiſtes, I ſhall not let you 
20 till you have fulfill'd your engagements with me--- 


F L O- 


oo. Ae te acc, 3 
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> PLOKYTDOK. 
Where is Camilla, pray? 

CAMILLA. 


I have her ſafe, and very fafe---a pledge for your ful. 
i filling the conditions of our treaty. 


FLORIDOR, 


My ſword i is ready to obey your commands. 


CAMILLA. 
| Pooh! pooh ! I want no afliſtance of your ſword, not 
I; I muſt have your love, young man, and in return you 


hall have my maiden affections, for they were never vet 


beſtow d upon any one. 


FLORIDOR. 
What can 1 * or ſay to her, while my Camilla i is in 
danger? 


| TYCUHU 0. 

Tell her you'll have her---ſhe can 't live long, and then 
Camilla may be your's. [ afide to Flor. | 
CAMILLA. 

What are you muttering to him? 
TYCHO. 


I was only wiſhing him joy of his good fortune, of 
which he does not ſeem quite ſo ſenſible as he ought. 
CAMIL LA. | 
His joy perhaps is fo great, he wants words to expreſs 
it. | 
TT O. 


What will become of us ?---pray if I may be ſo bold, 


what tomb is that? your late buſband's? 


CAMILLA. 


tene 
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CAMILLA. 


No, no, fool ! J am yet a virgin :---that tomb is in- 

tended to bury any .ungrateful lover, that may chance to 
come in * way---do you ſee that houſe there ? b 
[ pointing behind the ſcenes. ] 1 


T-:Y.C B ©. 
 Ifee that---houſe do you call it - have ſeen a kings. 
mer pigſtye. 5 55 ll. 
| CAMILLA. 


Aye that houſe, and all its furniture are 3 you 
there, and prepare for our approaching nuptials. 
| een. 
She's mad !---I cant ſtand upright in the houſe, unleſs 
[put my head out of the chimney. 
CAMILLA. 
Why don't you do as I order you. 
| TYCHO. 
I bring it here, if you pleaſe ? 
« CAMILLA., 
If you are inſolent---I ſhall take another courſe with 
j0u---do as 1 bid you, or--- 
| ens 
You'll make me---I am gone. [Exit Tychs, 


DUETTE. | 
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DU ftr 1 k. 


| CAMIILA. Take my hand my heart is thine, 
| FLoRIDOR. My hand and heart they are not mine, 
=  Camiiia. May love and al its Joys be thine ! 


| Fr LORIDOR, Ye gods above / 
3 Are theſe the promis'd joys of love ? 
| | Ca MILLA. Theſe are the raptures call'd divine] 
 FLoripos. My hand and heart they are not mine, 
CauMILLA. May love for many, many years, 
5 Mithout its doubts, its cares and fears, | 
Each moment of our life contr oul. 
 FLoriDoR. bat anguiſh tears my tortur'd ſoul ? 
_ CamiLLa. Let me, fevcet youth, thy charms behuld, 
And in theſe arms thy beauties fold. 
FLORIDOR. I cannot hold, I cannot hold ! 
CAMILLA. No more can I, no more can I, 
> I bluſb for ſhame, O fe! O He! 
FLoRIDOR. I am all on fire] 
CAMILLA. And ſo am J, and jo am I. * 
FrTLoRIDOR. Ut burns, deftroys, 7 
| I hat can I do? 
CAMILLA. I feelit to! 
O let's retire, 
And hide our loves v 
FLoRIDOR. Ye gods above 
Are theſe the promis'd joys of ove? 


Je” IF 4 CAMILLA. 

Come along, come along,---I muſt compel you to be 
happy ---give me ſatisfaction, or you will repent it 

tales hold of his hand 


FLO 
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FLORIDOR. 


Draw me, tear me to pieces with wild horſes---my aſt 
breath ſhall ſigh Camilla---for I am her's---and her's alone 


"FF 


[The fage grows light, and Camilla quitting at once the form 
of the old Moman, aſſumes her real character and dreſs. ] 

CAMILLA. | 

And I am Floridor's, and Floridor's alone ! 

Floridor arts and flands Gon. b . 

Behold the reward of thy valor, conſlancy and honour ! the 

fire has try'd, and prov'd the value of the metal---come to 
ny arms, my hero !--- 

FLORIDO R. 

Was Grinnelda, Camilla — heav'n !] let me 
frt return my thanks there, (Aneels) for inſpiring me with 
that valor, conſtancy and hinour, that has borne me up againſt 
eyery trial, and completed my glory and happineſs, in the 


arms of my Camilla! [runs and embraces her. 
CAMILLA. 


| reſign my pow” r, fortune, every thing to love, and be 
beloy'd by thee. | [ 1auſic is heard. J 


BON OR 0, deſcends is in a cloud. 
But fee your father, to perfect our uinof. 


BONORO. 


8 G N G. 
Clauds that had gather d ver the dey, 


Now leave the heav'n's more bright, 
Vice before wirtue's pow'rful ray, 
Sinks to the ſhades of night* 


Theſe evil ſprigbts, that late ruſb'd forth, 
Are now in darkneſs bound; 
While beauty, valor, matehleſs worth, 
Spread wide their ſunſhine round. 
E Eute 


N r -- 07” 
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* 
be a dream 
| tials? 


as lyckily out of the hut to ſurvey it, when a wind 


: <a with the old hag had been in it. 


ris thro! her that I am in poſiction of Camilla 


| thro' ſomebody, to be in poſſeſſion of Robinette---and now 


Enter T rens, frighted,) 


Am] aſleep, or awake, or 8 or both ?--- it muſ 


| CAM 1 LL A. +4 
I forgot poor Tycho---have you prepar'd for the nup- 


"447.091 


I had almoſt prepar'd for a long voyage in the air,---[ 


took it up like a boy's kite, and it was ſoon out of light 


FLORIDOR. 


1 muſt not hear you ſay a word againſt Grinnelda, 


| TY. C H O. 
Then heav*n bleſs her for it, ſay I---but I fee I muſt be 


is the time — [ dratbs. 
Eimer ROBINETTE and FALADEL. 
| FAL AD E L. 


}y my faith and wand, there is my rival, and he that 
vill not die for you, ought not to live, and fo let the 
ſtouteſt heart take you for ever, and for aye, [ draws, 


"TY CHO: 
You owl, you] come on, I will ſoon make you look 
WIC diſmal taan you are | 


FALADEL. 
You monkey, you -I will ſpoil your grinning, and 
ſtile your ſeatures in a moment, by my knighthood, | 
V. 1 BR 
R OB INETT E. 
Valiant Dons, a word with both of you, before you! 


ght for that which you Can never obtain-- be aſſur d, what 
ever 
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ever liberties, I may have taken, with your folly, that 1 
can never give my heart to an owl, 


EE TT EH. 
That's ſome comfort---he | he] he! 
ROBINETTFTE. 


Nor a monkcy--- 


| FAL A . | | 
Wiley {urictied, for ever and for aye, | i : FED ge 
TYCHO. 
lr take your ſcarf again, (pulling it off ) I von't ftay 
to be laugh'd at---if your love-ſtomach for me returns 


you KNOW where to ſend for ſome plumb cake, this ho- 


luiday time, and fo your ſervant, (Exit Tycho. 


[ Bonoro waves his wand, the cud aſcends, and diſcovers a 
fine dijtant proſpect of the jea, and a caſile at a diftanu, 
with the ſun riſing. 


N 


BON ORO. 
Ye once moſt wretched of mankind, 
By tyrant pow'r and luſt conjin'd, 
From vice and ſiav'ry free, 
Come join our ſports, and this way move, 
To celebrate their virtuous love, 
And your own liberty! 


Enter the different charafers of the Seragdo, 
Men and Women, and 76:71 in 
A GRAND DANCE. 


BONORO. 


* 
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BONORO, FLORIDOR, CAMILL4; 
ROBINETTE, &c. &c. come forward, 

Bon, | Honour 's to beaity plighted, = 
Hearts with hands, ſhall be united, 
Hymen comes; his torch is lighted ! 
Honour, truth, and beanty call, 
Attend the nuptial feftival. 
Fron. Lowe in my breaſt, no florm blowing, 
Feels eath tide is fuller growing, 
And in grateful ſtrains derflowing. 
Honour, truth, &c. 


Roß. Love in my breaſt, tho a rover, 
Calmly ſporting with each lover, 
Will to day with joy run over ! 
Honour, truth, &c. 


Can, Love in my breaſt knows no meaſure, 
Sells and almoſt burſts with pleaſure, 
Here ta ſhare its botndleſs treaſure, 
3 | Love in my breaſt, &c. 


GRAND CHORUS. 
Let the written page, : 
Thr every age, 
Record the wond*rous flory ; 
*Tts decreed from above, 
Her virtue ſhou'd be crown'd with love, 
And his with love and glory. 


F1NLK 


* 


